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Wallace walked over to Rafa station, about one and a
half miles away, and bought some eggs from the station-
master. It was a lovely evening, and the soft twilight
enwrapped the warm green fields in a slumbrous garment.
We had a most pleasant supper by the camp fire, and
I think G. C. Burnett and Captain Wallace thoroughly
enjoyed themselves* I had my camp bed and put it
up by the fuselage. During the night I was wakened
up by two large white pariah dogs snuffing round;
when I sat up they glided away under the plane like
pale ghosts.

Rafa to Zl%a. We left Rafa as the golden sun came
up over the eastern horizon. I took off along the
ridge. Some Bedou got in the way, and I had to pass
quite close to them. I rose up into the keen cool
morning air and saw that around was an extensive
layer of strato-cumulus covering a large part of the
country. The way to Beersheba looked moderately
clear and I steered east as I climbed into the eye of the
sun. I sent off a message asking for a weather report
from Ziza, for the clouds seemed right up against the
Judsean Hills, whose high blue-coloured line in places
showed above them. I thought, indeed I feared, that
the country over the other side might be covered entirely
and that I should not be able to find Ziza, and be flying
about over hill country whose height I did not know.
However, I failed to get the weather report, so there
was nothing to do but to press on.

I gradually rose to 7,000 feet as I was light and the
air was cool. I looked back, and through the kingdom
of broken cloud I could see the blue mist of the Mediter-
ranean Sea, curving away obliquely. Beers&efea itself
was concealed under the cloud layer, but I picked up